
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
TWO POEMS 

THE HOUSEWIFE 

In that rich room it is not dusk, not day. 
A few late sunbeams fall like silver rain 
And pool themselves upon the counterpane; 
She does not notice when they move and stray. 
So peacefully she lies! Her fingers fray 
The covering beneath, but in her brain 
She feels no knotting of the silken skein — 
So softly does life wind itself away. 

While others, restless, mark the hours' slow ebb, 
And stop the tinkling bell, the clicking gate; 
Or trembling turn to listen, whisper, wait — 
While Death, the spider, weaves its gauzy web — 
There placidly she lies beneath its loom, 
Planning new curtains for the living-room. 

OLD FOLK 

Two old women live in our street: 
One is sour and the other is sweet. 

Here is a secret -hid in youth: 

Young lips and eyes may mask the truth, 

But wrinkled faces hold the print — 
Coins they are that speak their mint. 
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